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“Aaandrew.” For the fifth time in a row, Ashley’s whine did nothing to pull her brother’s attention away from whatever shitty program played on the television. “Aaandrew. Aaaaaaaandrew.”

 

Andrew let out a loud sigh before finally acknowledging her presence. “You know, it would be easier for me to understand what you want if you used more than one word.” he said without looking back at her.

 

“I’m booored.”

 

“Wow! A whole two words. Impressive.” He looked over his shoulder and back at Ashley, then stretched out his arm toward their room’s door. “If this motel room doesn’t provide enough entertainment, there’s a big world outside filled with things to do.”

 

“But it’s freezing out there.” Ashley complained, which only made Andrew turn back to the TV. Refusing to let him keep ignoring her, Ashley got off their double bed and sat down next to him on the couch. “How about we play indoors instead?”

 

Andrew gave his signature ‘what can you do’ shrug in response. “Terribly sorry to disappoint you, but there seems to be a dire lack of toys in this room to play with.”

 

“Really? Well, I see one toy I could-” Ashley reached for his crotch, only to have her hand wrist rudely grabbed as Andrew met her eyes with an angry glare.

 

“Did you already forget our agreement? When you want to have sex, you’re supposed to ask like a normal person, not piss me off with incessant whining.”

 

“I only agreed to that under duress! That’s like saying a guy you robbed at gunpoint agreed to hand you his wallet.” Ashley replied. And sure, she had made that exact argument a few days ago, but Andrew had called her an idiot for it.

 

“Yes, refusing to get you off for a minute certainly counts as duress.” Andrew gripped her wrist even harder and leaned in close to her face. “And you don’t want to see how I’d actually force you to behave.”

 

His attempt to scare her had no effect on Ashley. In fact, she did want to see how he’d do it. If Andrew couldn’t bring himself to hurt her for real before they started fucking, what could he possibly do now? “Like what, beat me up? Rape me? Threaten to kill me? You don’t have the guts to do it.” she told him.

 

Andrew stared into her eyes in silence for a few seconds, then let go of her wrist. Before Ashley had time to react, his hands were already around her throat. He quickly shoved her down onto the sofa, squeezing her throat so hard her yelp of surprise came out as a weak gurgle. She grabbed his wrists in turn, pulling with all her strength to get his hands away, but they still wouldn’t budge. She was completely trapped, unable to do anything as her brother choked the life out of her.

 

“Alright, Ashley. If you won’t play nice, neither will I.” Mercifully, Andrew slackened his grip just enough to let her draw in a little air. “I may not be prepared to kill you. But I am prepared to make you suffer. Now, either you apologize for acting like a little brat, or else.”

 

By now, Ashley was starting to feel a little fear creeping in. With the way Andrew stared daggers down at her, his threat sounded totally genuine. And once he started abusing her, what could she possibly do? Even if she somehow managed to squirm away, there’s not a chance in hell she could handle running away or killing him. No, unless she didn’t beg for forgiveness now, she’d be completely powerless to stop him.

 

“Fine. Here’s your apology.” she said, followed by spitting in his face.

 

“…I see.” Ashley had of course expected him to get even angrier. Instead Andrew’s face seemed to relax, and he gave her a little smile. Without another word he stood up, letting go of her throat for a moment to flip her body over, making her lay on her stomach with her head in the sofa’s corner and her legs hanging off the side.

 

Once he’d flipped Ashley over, Andrew put one hand on her neck to hold her down, while grabbing her shorts with the other and yanking them down past her knees, then doing the same to her panties. Keeping his grip on her neck, he then stepped behind her. Being unable to turn her head, Ashley could only hear Andrew unbuckle his belt. And seeing as he hadn’t bothered to go pick up the box of condoms, she knew he was about to ram himself up her ass without any-

 

Except, the prod that followed was nowhere near her ass. No, Ashley felt her brother’s cock pushing against the completely wrong hole. “Wait, Andrew!” she cried out, but to no avail as he pushed himself inside her pussy with no protection. “Andrew, that’s not my ass!” He must have slipped into the wrong hole by mistake, he’d told her how much he hated the idea of getting her pregnant…

 

“I know. Now shut up!” Andrew demanded as he buried himself to the hilt, then started roughly thrusting into Ashley. She’d prepared herself for pain. For him to hurt her beyond what she could handle. But this? This was a million times worse.

 

“No no no no, you can’t do this!” Ashley twisted her body, almost getting out of Andrew’s grip on her neck, only for him to let go and put his forearm against her shoulder blades instead, pushing down with enough force to keep her from moving at all. “Andrew, please! I’m sorry, I’m sorry, just please-”

 

“Shut! Up!” Andrew slapped his free hand onto Ashley’s face, first covering her mouth with her palm, then pinching her nose shut as well.

 

Ashley panicked like never before. She thrashed her head around wildly, totally incapable of shaking off Andrew’s hand. Her arms, trapped at her sides as he held her down, could only reach above her back to scratch at his sides. All she could do was sob as he slowly smothered her, all while continuing to madly thrust into her pussy.

 

When Ashley’s strength finally left her body, and she stopped struggling on the verge of passing out, Andrew let go of her nose. “There we go. Good girl.” she vaguely heard him say as she came out of her dazed state. “Now don’t start struggling again, okay?” Ashley wanted to struggle so badly, to keep telling him he had to stop, but her body refused to move no matter what she did. She couldn’t even find the energy to sob any more. She would have felt nothing, if it wasn’t for the dull ache of Andrew’s cock forcing its way inside her again and again.

 

And, perhaps worst of all, a new pleasure. A feeling building in her stomach, both from the physical sensation, and from the anger at her brother abusing her like this. She loved it. She hated it. Loved it even more. Hated it even more. Nothing made sense, and she couldn’t escape it. She could only lay there, letting her conflicting feelings spiral and the pleasure build, until she silently came around Andrew’s cock.

 

As Ashley started coming down from her orgasm, reality snapped back into focus at just the wrong time. Behind her, Andrew’s hips stopped moving as he let out a groan, and she knew he was coming inside of her, breeding her against her will. It was the most disgusting thing she’d ever felt. She wanted to thank him and beg him for more. Again, nothing made sense.

 

As Andrew finally stood up, Ashley felt a second wind coming on. And the first thing she had on her mind was making sure he didn’t get off guilt-free. She forced another sub out of herself before speaking up. “A-Andrew, how, how could you!”

 

“Don’t even try, Ashley.” Andrew answered, with no guilt whatsoever in his voice. ”We both know you spat in my face because you wanted me to fuck you up. Also, there’s a pharmacy five minutes from here. Go buy morning-after pills.”

 

“And we both know I didn’t think of that while you raped me, asshole.” Ashley spat out. “I was actually freaked out of my fucking mind thinking you were trying to knock me up!”

 

“I’m still not gonna feel guilty about doing what you asked me to.” Just from his tone, Ashley knew the signature shrug was happening. “And even if I did push you way too far? Then I guess you’ll have a reason to behave from now on.”

 

Ashley slowly turned herself around to sit up on the sofa. Looking between her legs, she saw a small cumstain forming on the cushion beneath her. Boy, did she not envy the poor schmuck having to clean the room after they left. “And what if, say, you didn’t push me way too far?” she asked out loud.

 

“Then I guess you know what to do if you want me to discipline you again.” Andrew answered with a smirk.

 

“Encouraging me to piss you off even more? Fuck, you really must enjoy abusing women.”

 

“Not women. Only one woman.”

 

“Hahahah!” Ashley couldn’t help but laugh. It felt nice that she could feel happy about something so soon after being raped by Andrew. Which, even she recognized, was a fucked up thought to have. Didn’t stop her from thinking it, though.

 

Andrew walked up to her and patted her on the shoulder. “Now, since you seem to have your energy back. How about you go buy those pills?”

 

“But it’s freezing out there.” Ashley complained again.

 

“I… for fuck’s sake, why do you have to start this shit already?”